~ ' The Tragedie 

Thou hadftcald me all thefe bitter names. ,, 

^h. Ma*. Why To 1 did,butfoo£r for no reply. 

O let me make the period to my curie. 

Gl».T& done by me , and ends in Margaret, v cUC ? 

Thus haue you breathed your curie again It your 
M. Poore painted Qaecnc,vaine flourilh ot my tor- . 
f^hy ftrew ft thou (user on that botlcd fpider, (tunc. 

Whofe deadly web infnareth thee about? 

Foole, foole, thou whet ft a knife to kill thy felte, 

The time will come when thou ftialt wilh for me, 
helpe theecurfe that ppjfoncjbunchbackt toadc, 

Haft- Falfc boading woman.end thy frantike curie, 
^Lcaft to thy harmc thou moue our patience. 

Qj. m. Fonle (In me vp|te you, you haue oil mou d nunc. 
Ri. Were you well ferutf you would be taught your duty. 

, u > <b* fa To ferue me well, you aftflioulddo medutie, 

— 'Teach me to be you^Quecncjand you my fubei&s: 

Objt^-uc. O, ferue me well, and teach your felues that dutic. 

Dor(. Difpute not with her,(hc is Iunatique. 

^u. M. Peace tnaifter Marquelle, you arc malapert. 

Your fire* new ftan) pc of honour is fcarce currant: 

O that'your young nobilitic could iudge, 

?phat t’were to looie it and be milcrablc? 
rLjM. They that ftand high, haue many blafts to fluke them, 

^nd if they fall they dafh tbemfelucs to pecces. ^ 

Glo. Good counted marry ,learne it, lcarnc it Marques. 
Dorf. It toucheth you ( my Lord ) as much as me. 

Glo. Yea, and much more, but I was borne fo high, 

Our aicry buildeth in the Csedars top, 

And dallies with the winde,and feernes the funne. 

gu. M* And turnes the funne to fliadc, alas, alas, 

Witncs my funne, now in the (hade of death, 

Whofe bright out Alining beames, thy cloudic wrath, , 

Hath in eternall darknelfc fculdcd vp : 

Your aierie buildeth in our airies neaft. 

O God that feed it, <fo not (ufFcr it : 

As it was wonne with bloud, loft be itfo. 

Bucks. Haue done for (hame if not for charitic. 

<pu. M. Vrge neither charitic nor fliamc to rac, 
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of Richard thethrid. 

Vncharitably with me haue you dealt. 

And fiiamcfully by you my hopes arc butchcrd. 

My charitic is outrage, life my flume. 

And in my (liamc foil liue my forrowes rage. 

Buck. Haue done. , 

QjiUr* O princely Buckingham,! will killc thy hand,. 

In figne oflcague andamitic with thee : 

Now fairc befall thee, and thy princely houfc, 

Thy garments are not fpotted with our bloud, 

Nor thou within the compaffe ofmy curfe. * 

Bucks Nor noone here, for curfesncucr pallc p~; 

16*22. The lips ofthofc that breath them in the ayre. ^ * 

Mil le not beleeuc but they afeend the skie, 

And there awake Gods gentle fleeping peace. 

0 Buckingham beware ofyonderdog, 

Lookcwhcn hefawncs,hc bites, and when he bites, *■' 

His venome tooth will rankle thee to death, 

Haue not to do with him, beware of him : 

Sinne, death, and hell haue fet their markes on him, 

And all their mini fliers attend on him. 

Glo. What doth flic fay my Lord of Buckingham? <.oj 

Bucks Nothing that I refpedt my gracious Lord. 
gMar. Whatdocft thou fcornc me for my gentle coun- 
And foothc th e diucll that I warne thee from ? (fell, 

G but remember this another day, 

When he fhall fplit thy very heart with forrow, 

And fay poore Margaret was a prophetclfc : 

Liae each of you the fubiedts of his hate, 

And he to you, and all of you to Gods* Exit, 

^ Haft. My haire doth ftand on end to hcare her curfcs. 

Riu. Andfo doth mine, I wonder Iheesatlibcrtie. 

Glo. I cannot blame her by Gods holy mother, 

She hath had too much wrong, and I repent 
My part thereof that I haue done. 
rW- JjV Incuerdidherany to my knowledge. 

Glo. But you haue all the vantage ofthis wrong. 

1 was too hot to do fome body good, 

That is toocoldc in thinking of itnow : 

Marry as for Clarence, heis well repaid, 
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